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Author's Notes: 
| feel like it's been loads of similar stories with similar plot and | don't know if I'm happy with this one, but hey. 
It was actually the first chapter of my Biffno story and its the only one readable. | hope you'll enjoy. 


Those eyes, I've never seen anything like them. The color, that deep icy blue, there's only one word to describe 
them. Electric. They're so variable. One minute they shine with happiness, just to cloud themselves with anger 
the next. Sparkle with enthusiasm, tarnish every now and then when their owner is sad. | love those eyes. And 


| want to see them in one more situation. | want to see as they roll up in pure pleasure. 


Oh, where are my manners? Good morning, afternoon, evening, whatever. | started my story with that dirty 
little secret of mine, | don't know what's going on with me anymore. Eye fetish, sounds kinda gross, but | just 
can't help my love for every little part of him. Love, what is love? Why am | calling that feeling love, anyway? 
I'm not sure what love's supposed to be like. I've been married once--and it didn't last a year. Who am | to talk 
about feelings. | left my God because of what | call love. | believed what my mom used to say to me. ‘its a 
mortal disease, son Every sick person should be punished, remember my words." Satan's seeds, she said. It's a sin, 


she said Heaven's door won't ever be open for those lost souls, she said. 


That's bullshit, | say. | was always confused with what people told me. "God loves everybody." Okay, | could 

believe that. But when the next day they said ‘Homosexuality is wrong, its a sin, God does not allow this, all the 
homosexuals are gonna burn in hell" | didn't really know what to think. People, fucking decide already! Its not like 
l'm atheist or anything, I'm still very religious. Its just that there's a difference between believing in God and 


believing in church. 


But | began to criticize religion when it's not important right now. Sorry. So lm in love with another guy. Heh, 
heh. Of course, he's not gay, nuh-uh! That would be way too easy. No, he's completely fucking straight and he 
keeps reminding me that all the time. It's not like he knows, it's just me, I'm seeing this clearer than before. He 
enjoys fucking girls. | enjoy it, too, by the way. I'm not gay, I'm not gay. | just love one certain blond singer. No 
big deal! Actually, | don't believe myself. It is a big deal, it became even bigger when | realised | find him 
attractive. At first it was just innocent teenage crush. Platonic, almost poetic. | admired him, he was my hero. 


Very good looking hero, but | didn't notice that then 


| was depressed for quite a while after | discovered how fucking gorgeous he actually is. | had very hard time 
and very sick, pervert dreams. Hot, wet dreams that made my whole body burn with desire, tremble with 
need, that usually left my sheets sticky. | was ashamed, felt guilty. After all these years | still hear my 
mother's voice. And | knew | can't tell anyone. Fag, fag, fag! that's all they'll say, | thought. How wrong | was! But 
we'll eventually get to that, be patient. 


| always wanted to laugh when interviewers talked about how calm and chilled James is. James? Calm? James 
Hetfield? Ha, ha, ha. Should've been there when Lars joked about me having "more metal" voice than James. 


Should've seen my black eye after that. 


Oh, and that day when | made a joke about Kirk's moustache? Should have seen the bruises after kicks | 


received. Because | can't make fun of James’ friends. 


And | fucking love that man, | must be masochist. | haven't even noticed when the line between "being close to 
him" and “getting killed slowly and painfully" has gotten so blurred. We had our better days, too. When he was 


all nice and not so full of hate. | treasured these days. 

It was one of those evenings, when he actually tolerated me, even talked to me. Lars and Kirk left to explore 
Barcelona by night, and | was alone with James. He was kinda drunk, but it was nice drunkeness, when he 
usually got cuddly and giggly. Another three beers and he'll be crazy with anger and super-violent. We watched 


porn, then some music channel, then some more porn Why not to use the opportunity? 


"James." his name sounds weird when it finally rolls of my tongue. "What would you do if a guy told you he's in 


love with you?" 
His laughter rings in my ears. "| would probably beat the shit out of him. Why?" 


| bite my lower lip. "Just wondering.” 


| don't know what was | hoping for. That he'll say something like "I would rip his clothes off and fuck his brains 
out"? Yeah, right. 


"Fuck, that's one hella good song, dontcha think, Newkid?" James said, his sentence turning into one long word. 
We didn't listen to music at the moment, but | say "Yeah. We should cover it!" 
James stares at me. "Nah, | don't have voice like that." 


Fuck, his eyes! So hypnotising. And he smiles at me, please, can anyone just kill me? Maybe itll help, ‘cause I'm 
not able to stay here any longer. My gaze drifts lower. His jeans are undone, l'm used to it, but--just not now. 
| know it would be easy to hold James down when he's drunk, too easy. But, fuck me, he's hard, probably 


because of the porn, but who cares. It made my own dick jump. Shit. 


It was impulse, just.. | don't really know why, but | get up from the chair | was sitting on and lay down on the 
bed, beside James. 


He laughs. "Hello. What are ya doin’ here?" 
| smile. "Just, you know. Chillin.” 
Maybe l'm getting somewhere. Maybe he's accepting me. About fucking time, took him five years. 


| turn onto my left side and James does something similar. He was half-sitting, now shifted so we could face 
each other. Why? | have no idea. Eyes, eyes, | can't see anything beside his fucking eyes. | feel like I'm drowning. 
| have sudden urge to touch them--really, Jay? You wanna touch eyes? What kind of shit are you on? Gee, 
dude, you have serious problem. | shake my head slightly, trying to wash away those thoughts. Don't judge me. 


My hand finds its way to James’ chest, unconsciously, like its no longer mine. | feel his heartbeat. | think it's 
too fast and irregular, but whose heart would be fine after that amount of alcohol James drank just minutes 
ago? It's like a hummingbird. His breathing is faster, too. He's not going to pass out, is he? 


Oh, and remember what | said earlier ‘bout drunk James? He gets cuddly. | mean it. But I'm still surprised he 
lets my hand stay where it is (which maybe isn't the most comfortable place to be, as it has to be raised a 
lik). | imagined something more like "Don't fuckin’ touch me, fag". 


Here's the part when | stopped breathing. James’ hand is on mine, the one that still lays on his heart (sounds 
even more sick than touching eyeballs). He doesn't break our eye contact as he moves closer and closer and 
now | literally can't breathe, there's not enough space between us, not enough oxygen, all | see is James, all | 


feel is James, all my world is James. 


| want to kiss him, | need to kiss him, but | don't wanna destroy the atmosphere, the feelings. | just wait. He's 


up for something, but | don't know what. He moves even closer--how is it possible?--and our foreheads are 


touching. My lungs hurt because of not enough air and my breathing is heavier. It has to be a dream, but God, 
let it last! 


Finally, fucking finally his lips brush mine. | fist his t-shirt, | want more, so much more, but | can't ask for it, 
can't even move. Just wait. James closed his eyes and | did it too, the kiss deepened as he parted his lips, his 
Tongue trying to do open me (my mouth, | mean). | gave in, of course | did, and | can die right now, who needs 


life anyway? He tastes of alcohol, surprise, but it's not completely unpleasant, probably because its him. 
I'm kissing James. 
Ha, he's kissing me! 


Its a very long kiss, now l'm literally running out of air. Like, | can't do three things at once, kiss, think and 


breathe. | have to stop, pull away. | turn onto my back, panting loudly. 
"Okay?" | hear James' whisper. 


| nod. Out of the corner of my eye | see him change position. Okay, now | also feel him change position. He's 
above me, almost on me, almost straddling me, but not quite. His knees are on either side of my hips, he's 


propped on his elbows, fingers tangled in my hair. Yess, | like where this is going. 


He kisses me again and | grab the back of his neck wanting him to do it like he really mean it. He seems to get 
it, our kiss getting rougher, more possessive. | moan, my hands roaming under the back of his t-shirt. I'm 
hard. So is James. It's so gay and not Hetfield-like. | don't care, | roll my hips up and it's his turn to moan. He 
breaks the kiss and grins at me, rocking his hips into mine like | did, then repeats the movement again and 
again, faster and harder. And I'm moaning and trembling, it's so fucking good. My eyes closed on their own 
accord, but | force them open, my deepest dream right before me and | have to watch. It's not easy, no, l'm 
too fucking close. Minutes passed, and I'm already fucking close. But well, | would probably come from the kiss 
alone. Three more thrusts and | can't look even if | want to, I'm trying to get a hold of anything (appears to be 
James’ hair), my back arched, my vision went white, so blindingly white and a deep growl ripped out of my 
chest. God, good 


l'm coming down from my high, the post-orgasm haze still blurring my vision. James is still thrusting, but 
when my eyes finally focus | see he's already on the edge. | get to see it, see those gorgeous blue eyes roll 


back into James' head, his breath hitched. A shudder passes through his body. He rolls off of me, panting. 


Is it time to ask what the fuck yet? Suddenly | don't want to look at him anymore. l'm afraid that | could see 
disgust in his eyes. Ahh, yes, the awkward afterwards. What if that was a huuuuge mistake? | mean, he's 
drunk. | think | kind of used him. Shit. 


Better run, | decide, run for my life before he'll clean up his mind, before he'll fucking kill me. Maybe he's 


gonna accuse me of rape or something? Oh Lord, l'm soooo out of the band right now! 


Silver 


Author's Notes: 
| never intended to post more than that first chapter to be honest. As you can see, it's still plotless and itll 
probably stay like that. But | plan a great amount of smut later on *grins* 


It's good to be drunk You can do what you want and then just say "What? That actually happened? | can't 
really remember." But it's even better to get sloshed When you're emotionally numb and you don't have to 
deal with that mess your life is. There was that period when | enjoyed drugs more, but in the long run | 
prefer booze. It's just better. | thought | can control it, the drinking thing, but it kinda got outta my hand. At 
first the regular beer or two before the show, then it turned to three, six and eight. There were days when | 
wasn't able to hold my guitar or sing. It was just the beginning. Then | was okay for a year or two, | limited 


my drinking before concerts and usually lost consciousness later. It was working. 


September 198b. | started drinking a lot more. A lot. Remember, emotional numbness and shit. | got pretty 
violent, too. Not that | was an angel before, but it got much worse than bar fights and punching Lars in the 
face to shut him up from time to time. Nope, | could just state that the person is guilty of what happened and 
BANG. They didn't look nice after that. Kirk was one of my first victims. 


And then he appeared. Childish, naive, full of energy and enthusiasm, fucking perfect We treated him like shit, 
all of us. But Lars and Kirk accepted him eventually. | didn’t. It was Jason's fault, right? It was! 


Or maybe.? 


No, no, it was his fucking fault, | knew it, | was sure. | truly hated him, from the depths of my heart. Usually. 
Of course, when | had better days (which wasn't very often) | hated him less. 


It happened. You know what ‘tis, right? | didn't really want it, but | was wasted. Drunk. High, from "hey, I'l 
check what Lars is doing" earlier. Fucker still snorts coke. And yeah, | found his stash. And maybe, but just 


maybe it's not as much as before my little visit. Sorry, once a junkie, always a junkie. 


Anyway, | was pleasantly numb that evening, despite not drinking that much. Happy, | dare to say. God bless 
drugs. And Jase was hanging around and | didn't have anything against it. When I'm in the state | was that 
night, | can see that | don't really hate him. But we'll talk about it later. 


| was horny. He was there. It couldn't end well--I mean, it ended well, it was fucking great. But y'know, | really 
didn't want it to happen. (Yeah, Het, sure. ‘Course you didn't want it. Sure, we all believe you) 


How is it possible that for the last five years | didn't notice how hot my bassist actually is? | mean, come on, 
just look at him! He's just adorable. No, fuck, did | just call an adult man adorable? No, no, no. He's hot. Sexy. 


Call it what you want. He's not adorable. No. Damn. Hell no. 


When he touched me | felt all my anger and hate disappear. There was something about him, the way he was 
looking at me. I've seen the look many times over the past few years, usually in the eyes of any groupie | 
fucked. Admiration, almost adoration. Just that gleam every fan has. By the way, I'm impressed, how can he 
still be a fan after all we've done to him? After what I've done? Yet there's something else in his gaze. 
Something very close to love. But I'm probably wrong. I'm fucking surely wrong, it can't be love. How can you 
even see love in one's eyes? Why would Jason love me in the first place? What the hell, Het? 


| kissed him, yeah. | don't regret it. It was a very nice kiss, yet rough and brutal. That's what | like. Girls | met 
usually weren't into this kinda shit. "Take it easy" or "Ouch! Gently, boy!". Whatever. It's not like some magic 
happened and | started loving him, it doesn't work that way. It's just that something which forced me to do it. | 
wouldn't call it love. It's lust. Desire. Because. He's. Hot. | feel like I'm repeating myself. 

Anyway, what's done is done, and | can't change it, | don't wanna change it, I'm actually satisfied. But yeeeeah, 
it's kinda awkward to see him. Every. Single. Fucking. Day. Don't get me wrong, I'm not the kind of guy who just 
leaves after sex and never wants to see the girl again. But it wasn't sex and I'm almost 100% sure Jason's not 
a girl. 

"James, are you fucking listening to me?" said some angry voice. 

Oh, yeah, Lars. | forgot. "Hmm?" 

‘lm fucking talking to you!" 

"You're always talking.” 


Lars sighs. "Is Jase anywhere around?" 


"What? And why would | know? Whatever, maybe he is, | don't care. | don't even like the guy." | say it all too 
quickly and my |-don't-give-a-fuck tone is clearly unnatural. But hey, I'm only human, 


He gives me a strangled look. "Oh. Okay? James, is there something going on between you two? Like, you've 


been acting rather weird lately.’ 


SHIIIIT. "No, man, we're cool. Everything's cool. Just you know - tour, stress, shit like that." | say as calmly as | 


can. But as we all know, James Hetfield, being his usual self, can't stay calm in such situation 


"Hey." Lars whispers. "If you'd like to talk about whatever is going on.. you know I'm here, right? You can tell 
me everything and anything. We're brothers, remember?" 


| smile at that. Yes, we may have been so drunk one night in the early days that we actually did the whole 


"blood ritual" thing. We cut our wrists and pressed the wounds together, so the blood could "mix". Blood 


brothers, indeed. And, well, we were not the only ones to do it. But now only Lars is around. | wonder if Dave 
remembers it. Probably not. | hope not. Whatever. 


"Yeah, | know. And I." | want to split everything, but | bite my tongue and instead say "| really appreciate it. 
Thanks." 


| think he finally gets that I'm not telling him anything. "Okay, now that we're through it.. The setlist, yeah. 
Have you figured out the setlist for tonight?" 


Shit. Here we go again, time for arguing and pissing each other off. That's what its all about, not some 


sentimental shit. "Yeah, ‘course. It's the same as every fucking day." 

"Ja-a-ames! Come on, man! We can't play just that for the rest of the tour!" 

God, he's so annoying sometimes. "But we will." 

| walk away in case he wanted to say something else. | don't give a fuck Its MY band. I'M the frontman. And 
lM making the setlist. And M wiring the songs. Damn, what would they do without me. I'm too fab for this 
band. Oh, but wait, its Metallica Its just slightly less fab than me, but still. Nothing and no one can be more 
fab than James Alan Hetfield Deal with it. 


Today's a good day. Every day is good lately, to be honest. But there's something going on in me, literally inside 
me. It's like burning in my chest. It's bad, hurts. I'm not sure, but it feels like my hearts's melting. I'm melting. 


What is this bullshit, Gosh, get a grip, Het. When and why did you become such a pussy? And stop talking to 
yourself, idiot. 


Cherry 


Author's Notes: 
| can't belive it took me so long, I'm so extremely sorry. Anyway, | changed the plot of this plotless story, but 
| feel it's all about sex anyway. Also, it was supposed to be from Jason's POV but it, well, sucked. So, here's 


some smut. 


A fairly loud cry of "JAA-AAMES" followed by two even louder thuds reached my ears. | take a look at the 
bedside table. The clock says 321. Fuck. There goes my sleep. | wasn't asleep, but maybe | would finally drop off. 


Jesus, | just spend three hours contemplating my life. | criticized every choice | made during the last few days. 
| even considered the possibility of having certain feelings towards certain person. And I'm positive that said 
feelings exist and they exist for a while now. I've been trying to hide them from myself. | kept saying I'll never 
have warmer feelings for Jase, that | owe it to Cliff. That no one will ever take his place in the band, in my life 
and in my heart. And Jason didn't, it's impossible, they're so different. But | feel he's important. He can't refill 
the empty space that was once Cliffs, he doesn't have to. 


All this emotional shit flashes through my head as | get up and open the door. Yup, there he is, the object of 
my desire. A very drunk object. Okay, play it cool. As always. 


"Tell me, Newfuck, what exactly is your problem? Like, you need help?" | say slowly and he shakes his head. 
"Okay. | close my eyes for ten seconds and when | open them you're gone, otherwise you're gonna need fucking 
help." 

"Love me, James." 


Whoa. | didn't expect THAT. 


| open the door wider, so he can come in. | have to hold him, fucker can't even stand by himself. | have no 


fucking idea how did he even make it to my room. 
"Dude, are you fucking drunk or what?" Probably the most stupid question in history. 
‘| may or may notve had a few beers." he slurs. 


Jesus, I've never seen him this screwed. He's not a type of person who drinks to get drunk Oh, wait, I've seen 


him like this once, in the very beginning. | forced him to drink until he lost consciousness. Now, that was fun. 


| help him in and the second | close the door behind us | feel his mouth on mine. Fuck. Be cool. You can't let this 
happen. Resist. That's what you gotta do, resist. Don't listen to this little voice inside your head that makes 


you wanna fuck him right here, against this wall. That's wrong. Don't. 
"Jase, stop." | manage to choke out. 


I'm taller than him. Maybe not stronger, but well, right now a five year old girl could fight him and win. And 
IM the one pinned to the wall? IM the one being molested here? Jesus, Het, just fucking get him off of you. 


The problem, however, is that | don't want to. This feels too good, the kiss is too good, being this close, feeling 
his cock poking my hip is too good. | open my mouth and moan, feeling his tongue there. 


| surrender. I'm so weak. | want it, want him. It's simple. Desire. | can be a caveman as well, desire is what 


controls me now. 


| grab at Jason's t-shirt, it's so old and thin, I'd have no problem in tearing it apart, but | just take it off. 
Because I'm a gentleman. | feel Jason shivers. My fingers tangle into that mass of curls and | tilt his head 
back, moving my lips down to his neck and | kiss and bite and suck and oh my fucking God, all the delicious little 


noises escaping him are probably the most delightful music I've ever heard. 


| drag him farther into the room, to my bed. Then lay him down, drinking in the sight of his half naked body 
underneath mine, making sure to remember every detail. | feel his hands clumsily sneaking around the bulge in 


my pants, sliding under the waistband, grabbing me. 


That's when the cold realisation hits me. Jason doesn't know what he's doing. He's drunk as fuck. | can't do this 
to him, not now. If he'll want to try again when we're both sober then okay. Then I'll fuck the hell outta him. 
But | have to stop now, no matter how | want to continue. Fuck Being mature. | take his wrists in both hands, 


stilling his movements and sit up. 

"Oh fuck. We can't" | say, panting. 

Jason gives me a puzzled look. Then he points at his boner. "I'm not gonna sleep with that." 

Why, just why can't he cooperate for once? But | know what he's talking about, | feel pretty much the same. 
You can't turn me off just like that. So | get on my knees. Yes, that's it. On my knees between his legs and he 
just watches, amazed. 

Suddenly, | find popping buttons very difficult and it takes me a moment to undo all five of them. | wish he 
wore a belt or something, it'd make the process even cooler and more porn-like. When | finally get his dick out 


| stop for a few seconds, not sure what to do with it. | mean, come on, what do ya do with a dick? 


| wrap my hand around it. Then | look up, Jase bites his lip and gives me the most drunken smile ever. Its just 


so adorable. 


| prop my chin on his thigh and stare at the hand moving up and down his cock. Jason's fingers knot the 


bedspread and | see the muscles in his stomach tighten when my hand speeds up. 

| hear my name from above and | stop, looking up with the widest grin | can possibly get. Jason's whole body's 
trembling. Yes, | am aware of the fact that a second or two and it'd be over, but | don't wanna end it. Getting 
him off is so fun and satisfying. 

"James. Fuck you. Oh my fucking God" he groans. 

| drag my tongue along the underside of his cock, licking off the drop of precome there. It tastes better than | 
expected, Salty, but kinda sweet. Mine is more bitter and rather unpleasant, if you ask me. Yes, | tried it. Let's 
not talk about it. 


Jason growls, breathing heavily. | bend down just a little bit more and take the head of his cock in. Fuck No 
way l'm doing this. No way I'm sucking a guy off. Jesus, how, in the world, did | get to this point? 


My tongue is wandering, roaming and | accidentally find a spot that makes Jason buckle his hips as a low moan 
leaves his mouth. | have to hold him still, ‘cause | sure as fuck DON'T wanna be choked to death (please don't 

laugh). 

But | press that spot with the tip of my tongue again and again while my hand is still working below my lips. | 

feel fingers lacing my hair, tugging on it. Jason's cock twitches. His voice rises a little, he's so close, | can tell. 


This time | let it happen, but | lean back. | don't think I'm ready to swallow, honestly. 


The grip on my hair is tighter and it hurts, but | don't care. I'm staring at Jason's face. He's blushing, how 


cute. His eyes are closed and he cries out as he finally comes all over his own stomach and my hand. 

| get up, smiling, but | can't straighten up completely. Holy fuck. Its like the whole, well, ‘excitement focused on 
just one spot in my body and the feeling's so sweet it fucking hurts. That, my friends, is what we call blue 
balls. 

"Need a hand there, James?" Jason asks. What, he's suddenly NOT that drunk, is he? 

"I got it. Just go to sleep, Jay. We'll talk tomorrow.’ 

"You promise?" 


"Yeah, | promise." 


He's asleep within minutes and the only thing | can do is jacking off in the bathroom. Mother fuck me running, 


now how did THAT happen? 


Emerald 


Author's Notes: 
I'm so terribly sorry. Its so disappointing, | know. This chapter is very short and | don't feel good with that, 


but now I'll have more free time and l'll really try to write more. Try. 


| feel a hand stroking my cheek. Another one on my chest. My mind's slowly filling itself with images. 


Like, that guy who walked me to my hotel room last night, ‘cause | wasn't able to do it myself. And then he 
wanted to come in. And | let him. He was so obviously gay. | mean, | didn't know that until he sticked his hands 
in my pants. | was okay with that. And | think | would let him use me like he wanted if it wasn't for James. 
James, James, always James, you know? All of my life choices are made with him in mind. But it's not like | 
wouldn't regret giving my virginity to some random dude. What was his name? Gale? Gabe? Yeah, something 


like that, whatever. 


And oh, then | went looking for James because I'm not able to stay away from that gorgeous creature for two 
fucking hours. | was horny. Drunk no less. Funny thing, one of us has to be drunk for any sexual activities to 
occur. See, kids? See what alcohol does to you? 


What's wrong with me, God. | was happy for so many years. Straight. | was straight for so many years. Happy. 
Girls. Having sex. With girls. Not boys. Sure, | had a few boy crushes, but really, nothing serious. And now 
what? BANG, and I'm neck-deep in love with the most macho fucking man | could find. Thanks, my life wasn't 
twisted enough. 


On top of that, that macho man appears to be gay, too. Maybe not gay. Let's say, bi. Yeah. But still. James. 
With another man. Fucking. | would laugh my ass off if he'd agree to try bottom. Could you imagine that? 
James Hetfield taking it in the ass, like an ordinary whore? Nope. The idea itself is insane, right? Right? 


But what if.. 


What if? What if he'd agree? What if James would let me fuck him? | shudder at the thought of it. James on 
all fours, begging me for it, begging to let him feel me inside him. Begging to pound him. But would it really be 
THAT impossible? | had him on his knees once. Hell, he was eager to take my cock into his mouth. Maybe one 


day... 


Now back to reality. l'm pretty sure the body next to me is James. James’ wet mouth on my neck. James’ 


shaky breath in my ear. James' large hand on my chest. 


"I hate you for doing this to me." he whispers. 


| rise my hand to his hair and simply stroke it. "Doing what?" 

"You made me mellow." 

| laugh softly. "Yeah. Maybe a little." 

Okay. Get that sweet ass up, we gotta go." he says, getting out of the bed. 

| shiver, his hot body no longer keeping me warm. He takes the blanket off me as well 

"OKAY, OKAY, IM UP." 

| roll off the bed and my body hits the floor with a THUMP. New day has now officially started. 
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"Look, we need to stop." James says suddenly. 

| take a sip of my coffee. "Stop. What?" 

"Being all lovey-dovey in public. If anyone will see--" 

"They'll say that you're gay. That I'm gay. And you know what? They'll be damn right. Last week only proofed 
it. Hell, Het, we're not even TOGETHER, we're out in front of people for how long, ten minutes? | didn't touch 
you, | didn't kiss you, so what is your goddamn problem? How am | supposed to stop something that didn't even 
happen yet? Christ 

"But" 

"Just shut up, okay? Shut the fuck up." 

"Whoa, Kirk have you heard that? Or is it just me? Had Newkid really told James to shut up?" Lars giggled. 
"And whatcha gonna do ‘bout it, Het? What, I'm waiting. You're not gonna get mad? No punching? C'mon, don't 


be a pussy. You know you wanna sent a fist into that annoying face." 


"The only annoying face around here - together with the even more annoying mouth attached to said face - 


belongs to a person who's name starts with 'L' and ends with ‘ars’." James barks. "Now--" 


"Now what, Jaymz? Now fucking what? You're such a wuss. Maybe Jase will help you pick your bra? | 
remember you said you have troubles with selecting the ri--" 


BAM. Right in the nose. Lars howls and Kirk giggles. People stare. 


"Hey, Jase, lets go. The place is too fucking crowded" James says casually. 
So we're out. And | start laughing like crazy. 

"The fuck is that funny?" James asks. 

"You punched Lars! Not me, you could've punch me, but you didn't, you punched him!" 
"So what? So fucking what?" 

"You like mel You really dol" | shout and James nervously looks around, 


"Fuck, how old are you, five? | though you figured it out by now. Like, after what happened. Yesterday. Or 
Today." 


| stand very close to him now. "Will you kiss me?" 

| see hesitation in his eyes and my enthusiasm starts to fade, but then: 

"You know what? Don't mind me if | do." 

The kiss is long and deep and rough yet somehow intimate, even though there are lots of people passing by. | 

push my body against his, he grabs handfuls of my hair as he takes a step back, dragging that tangle of hair, 
arms and legs we currently are to the nearest alley. Dark alley. How the fuck. Its like, | pm, this is ridiculous. 

Anyway, we're in that dark fucking alley although we could just enter our hotel and, well, not risk being seen, 

but. Yeah, but. 

"Jase" James whispers against my lips. "Jason, l'm fuckin’ falling for you." 

"Hey, Mr. Don't-touch-me-in-front-of-people. That's gaaaay." | mock and he bites my lower lip. Hard. 


Then he pushes me away, but a grin remains on his face. "Fuck you." 


| wink. "Mm, okay." 


Sapphire 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter came out so emotional, duh. 


| remember when | was like six or seven, | caught my dad watching porn. | was so confused and kept asking 
questions he wasn't comfortable with. One of ‘em, the most important one, was never answered: "Daddy, why is 
this guy in one bed with another guy?" Of course, there was a girl, too. But at that moment my mind was so 
concerned with the thought of that.. that.. | never found a word for that, but it was disgusting. And wrong. 
My parents always told me that its wrong for men to have sex (with each other, | mean). | was like "okay, but 
l'm not gay, | don't care. I'll never fuck another guy anyway." 

And now, many years later, I'm not sure. l'm not sure if | am who | thought | was. I'm not sure where l'm 
going. l'm not sure if | like the person | became. l'm not sure if my life is as perfect as it seemed just a few 
weeks ago. I'm not sure of anything, 

But I'm happy and it all feels fucking right. Uh, | think. 

"What's the matter with you?" 

| turn my head and look deep into his blue eyes, hoping that he will understand me, that | won't have to talk 
He takes my hand into his. "James. Hey. Talk to me. Please?" 

Another thing I'm not sure about: if the urge to tell him every little thing would be there, for example, a 
month ago. | don't want him to know, but I'm so weak, we've already been through this, | think. There's 
something about him that makes it hard to resist. 

| swallow the lump that formed in my throat. "I just--I don't feel very well” 

"Come on. You think who you're talking to?" He raises an eyebrow as he speaks. 

"I'm fine." 

'| don't belive you." He squeezes my hand. "But okay." 


| rest my head on his shoulder and stare at our holding hands. 


"Don't you have a feeling we're rushing?" | ask. 


"Rushing." he repeats hollowly. "Yeah. Totally." 


There's silence for a moment, then he adds: "Is that what bothers you? Cause you know, we can stop if 


you're... uncomfortable. The sooner you dump me, the less it will hurt | guess." 
My throat tightens once again. "Dump you?" 
"| mean, when this whatever-we-have will be over--" 


"Stop, fuck, stop. Maybe it won't be over? Maybe we're gonna live happily ever fucking after? You don't know 
that." 


He laughs and lets go of my hand. "Oh my, James, Lars's right, you've become such a pussy lately." 
"Shut up." It came out much higher than Id like. 
"And now you sound like you're gonna cry? Gosh, since when you have human feelings?" 


His laughter is getting louder and the lump in my throat is bigger and | really don't feel very well and | need to 
get rid of that bunch of twisted emotions and-- 


A broken moan escapes him (at least he stopped laughing) as my fist makes contact with his stomach. | do it 
again and again, harder each time until he collapses on the floor, curled into a ball. | give him one last kick in 


the side and he whimpers. | just walk away. Fuck him, fuck everything. 


| know I'm not like usual, okay? | know I'm acting like a fucking chick on her period. But all this--its just too 
much. And it happened too fast, that whole coming out thing, | was not ready. l'm still not ready. 


Through my whole life, | was told that men are not allowed to show feelings. That if they do, they're weak. 
That in a relationship, only girls can show they care. Men don't cry. Men don't love. Men just want sex. Men 
take charge. Men abuse and dominate women. Maybe it's fucked up, but that's what my parents, my friends, 


even my teachers told me. 


And now, in this whatever-we-have, who's the man? Who's in charge? Sure, | can beat him, | can abuse him, | 


can say | don't care. But is that really what men do? 


| mean, take what just happened. It's not like it was first time. But its probably first since, | dunno, ‘Bb that he 
LET me. All these years, we fought plenty. And he always defended himself. Save for that three or four times 
shortly after he joined, when he was afraid l'm gonna fire him. But yeah. And now? Now he was just shocked. 
Maybe sad. But he didn't fight back, although he could. It made me feel even worse. Hell, it made me feel like a 
total dick. 


lm not a Total dick. I'm an ordinary dick. 


| wanna turn back and run and tell Jason that I'm sorry and | didn't want to and I'm not really controlling 


myself, but I'm scared that seeing him right now will make me cry. And men don't cry. 


| haven't cried since, | dunno (lie), my mom's death (lie)? James, you can't lie to yourself, you know, dumbass? 
So okay, maybe it was a little later, but oh, just a few years. Maybe four, maybe five. Maybe seven. Seven. 


Seven years after my mother died was the last time | cried. Yeah. 
"Hey, James!" Oh, fuck no. "Dude, you gotta hear what happened, it's hilarious!" 


"Kirk, man, don't get me wrong, but if you won't get out of my way this fucking second | swear to God, I'm 


gonna break your fucking neck." 

"So, you know that guy who wo--" 

"KIRK, did you hear what | just said?" 
"Yeah?" 

He's getting on my nerves. Uh. "And?" 
Kirk shrugs. "You're not religious, Het." 

| sigh. "So, what did you want to tell me?" 


"Oh. You know that guy who's Lars’ tech, right? The blond one. Well, after you hit him last time, Lars, | mean, 
that tech offered to take him to hospital, you broke his nose, you know?" | shake my head. "Oh yeah, that 
make-up chick Lars hired did nice job, didn't she? Okay, so it's been few days and that guy gave Lars fucking 
CHOCOLATES, you know, the ones in a heart-shaped box, they were pretty good by the way, and | expected 
Lars to fire him and he didn't and then | caught them making out and that poor kid's hair and clothes got all 


messed up and--" 
"Wait, wait" | say, my mind trying to keep up with him. "So you are saying that Lars is into dudes?" 
He gives me a look that says duh, but isn’t that obvious? 


"Jesus, Lars is bi, so am |, how the fuck you don't know that? Anyway, that's not the point! So they are all like 
kissing and touching and stuff and | walk in and they stop and | say ‘get a room’ and Lars says ‘get the fuck 
out but he's not mad and he laughs and that kid is freaking out and then | meet that girl and she says she's 
looking for her.. | forgot, what do you call a guy when he's engaged? Fiance? Something, whatever, she was 
looking for her boyfriend and she said that he's the drummer's tech and | just start laughing and say ‘sorry 
ma'am, l'm afraid he's busy’ and then there's a very loud scream of ‘OH YEAH, HARDER’ and I'm laughing 
uncontrollably and the girl gets all pale and she opens the door and her boyfriend is being fucked and when he 


sees her he jumps away from Lars and he's trying to get his pants up but he then trips and his girl is yelling 
at him and she kicks him and it was like S0 FUNNY." 


I'm still processing this whole story, and Kirk is still talking, about the setlist for our next show, | believe. Geez, 
| don't know if I've said that much in a whole fucking week and it took him three minutes. Plus, it was how 


many, four sentences? 


It almost made me forget about Jase. Almost. | feel so bad and guilty and all | wanna do is apologize. But, well, 


men don't apologize, you know? 


Wine 


Author's Notes: 
Here you go, hope you enjoy! 


First of all: OUCH 


Second of all: WHAT THE FUCK. | thought we're already through that |-beat-you-you're-being-beaten-shut-up 
phase. | thought we're kinda.. 


Together? Is that the word? Are we together? Or maybe it was just another joke? | mean, the guys pulled a 
lot of complicated pranks on me, but this.. it didn't feel like a joke. Maybe a little, at the beginning, but then-- 
after everything what we've done--it felt pretty real. 


| know James is, well, not completely sane. l'm aware of that. There are some nasty things going on in his head. 
He's struggling with self-aggression and he's processing part of it for aggression towards other people. But 


sometimes he's still "trying to ease the pain" by banging his head into nearest wall. For example. 


| was never really into pain and BDSM and that kinda stuff, though | have some.. let's call it experience. Yeah, 
I've done this shit a few times. My ex girlfriend was at some point into it. But she was.. | was not in charge, 
okay? | fucking let her tie me up and beat me with a leather whip. Well, maybe it wasn't the worst sex I've 
had, but it was far from the best. But hey, I'm eager to please. If chains and whips and blindfolds do it for 
you, that's what we'll do. 


And | drag this out now, ‘cause there's this one thought rattling in my head and it won't stop. If James and I'll 
ever have sex, l'm almost sure there will be certain amount of pain involved. James likes to have control. He's 


also a cruel dick who enjoys watching and making people suffer. Or just sadist, | guess. 
So yeah. 


| look at myself in the mirror. Normal. Nothing changed. You can't see any of the bruises until | pull my shirt 
up. | do it now and stare, hypnotised, at the bluish-blackish-purplish-whateverish marks contrasting with the 
pale skin of my stomach. They seem to grow before my eyes. It looks like, | don't know, like | spilled ink on 
myself or something. Just one huge stain (?). Looks much worse than yesterday. The bruises don't hurt if | 
don't touch them, but there's this dull pain that won't disappear, that makes every breath feel like thousands 


of needles piercing my whole ribcage. Broken rib. Maybe two. Once again: ouch. 


| make my way down the hallway, hoping Kirk's in his room. | knock gently and the door swings open almost 


immediately. Thank fuck. 


"Hey man, what's up? Come on in" he says and his voice is so cheerful. 
| accept the invitation and he closes the door behind me. 

"Kirk, um, do you know how to treat a broken rib?" | ask casually. 
"What happened?" 

"l, uh, don't really wanna talk about it. So, do you?" 


"You need painkillers. Lots of painkillers, so you can breathe like you should. Only one rib?" he seems worried 
and it makes me feel bad. 


"| guess so. | don't want any medicines." | murmur. 
"Can | see it?" 


"How do you wanna look at my rib? You gonna rip my chest open or what?" | laugh softly and shortly, the pain 


increases as | do so. 
He rolls his eyes. "Don't be ridiculous. Jase, if that rib is even slightly fractured you need painkillers. | can hear 


your breath, it's too short and shallow. You're gonna hyperventilate and pass out or some shit like that, | don't 


know. And it's gonna hurt more and more." He passes me a little white container. Its content rattles quietly and 


the sound itself is soothing. "Take two. 

| turn the bottle searching for an etiquette, but it's completely blank 
"Umm, Kirk, what is this stuff?" | ask, slghtly unsure. 

"Painkillers. C'mon, you'll be fine, I'm not trying to kill you, dude" 

| spill two round pills onto my palm and swallow them. "Two?" 

He nods. "Okay, show me." 

| grab the bottom of my t-shirt and pull it up just above the bruises. 


"Shit." Kirk breathes and | feel my face turning red. | don't know why, but it's embarrassing. "Shit, Jase, who did 
that to you?" 


"| fell down the stairs." 


"You're not even trying to lie, are you? Jason, you know you can trust me." 


Kirk, its really not a big deal. Seriously, l--" 

He cuts me off: "It was James, wasn't it?" 

"Well--" 

"Fuck, fuck, what an asshole, l'm gonna fucking kill that guy someday!" 

"Kirk, really | can handle it myself" 

His face softens. "You sure?" | nod and he sighs. "Okay, | guess | have to believe you." 


We hug kinda awkwardly, Kirk's trying not to hurt me, but he fails. | thank him, like the good boy | am, and 


head out. The flight's tomorrow, so l'm free for the whole day. As free as a rockstar can be, of course. 

| could use a walk, | guess. 

The second I'm out of the hotel | see James. James with some long legged, big boobed, tanned brunette hung 
around his neck. He gives her that wide, bright smile of his. My stomach knots. He looks up and the smile 
disappears from his face. He says something and the girl turns around and stares at me, too. Then he lets her 


go and walks towards me. 


"Jase, uh, | was lookin’ for you, man." James murmurs. "Look, I'm sorry. I--" He glances at the girl and bites 


his lower lip. "Can we talk somewhere more private?" 
| shrug. "Is there anything to talk about?" 


"Jason, c'mon, you can't do this--okay, so maybe you can, but.. but let me explain, please? Just one last 


chance." 
| pretend to be considering this. "One." 


"I'd fucking kiss you right now if you weren't mad at me." He laughs nervously. "Let's go." He grabs my hand 
and drags me back to the hotel. To his room. 


"Okay. Okay. It's okay." James repeats as he locks the door. Then he turns to look at me. "I don't know where to 
start" 


"The beginning, | guess" My heart beats too fast, but I'm trying to keep it cool. 


"Jason. You know I'm crazy, right?" 


"Of course | do." 

"Good. You also know that showing feelings is very, very difficult to me, don't you? Right. And yesterday... all 
the, um, suppressed emotions that gained through last week just proved to be too much and | exploded, 
exploded with the only feeling l'm able to express. | didn't do that on purpose. | can't control it. It controls me." 
"James..." 

"Yesterday | cried for the first time in years, Jase. Then | got drunk outta my ass, cried, drank some more. 
And cried myself to sleep. It was hard for me. | broke down every time | thought about you. The possibility of 
loosing you--" His voice cracked with the last words. He took a few deep breaths to calm down. "But | didn't 
want.. | thought our relationship'll make me less of a man, you know?" 


"What? What do you mean?" 


"Uh, like.. you know, when people say guys are supposed to always.. be in charge, | quess. And we--we are both 
guys and it made me feel like l'm--" 


"So you wanted me to be the girl." 

"No, no--well, maybe.. | don't know, Jase. | just wanted control, that's all. Throwing punches left and right 
always worked" James clears his throat. "I know it's stupid and flimsy excuse, but that's my fucked up way to 
say / love you" 

Our eyes are locked, James closes the small distance between us. His large hand touches my chest and | wince. 
He gives me a puzzled look. | turn my head trying to hide the deepening blush. Why am | so ashamed? James 
grabs my chin, makes me look at him again. His other hand slowly lifts my shirt. 

| hear James suck in air. "Oh my fucking God." 

His fingers trail over the bruises lightly, but it's enough to make me hiss in pain 

"I'm sorry." He leans in and kisses me softly. "I'm so fucking sorry for everything I've ever done to you." 

| close my eyes as our lips meet again, James is trying so hard to be gentle. I've never imagined him being so 
tender and caring, yet here he is, not the rough, horny beast l'm used to, but the man who just said he loved 
me. The man who's afraid of loosing me. 

"Will you forgive me?" he asks quietly when we part. 


| just kiss him. 


Fuck, my life changed during the last week more than I'd expected. 


Graphite 


Author's Notes: 


m so overusin e wor now iT's ridiculous. 
I g the word "know" it's ridicul 


"Are you actually asking me to go out with you?" 

We're sitting together at my place. You know, a break from touring, home sweet home and stuff. 
"What's weird in that?" 

| laugh. "A fucking date!" 

I'm glad he didn't bring flowers. Ha, that'd be something. 

"Look, we can stay home if you want" | can hear hurt in his voice. 

"James, I'm not saying no. Its just, you know, odd." 


"Why? ‘Cause | don't want you to think l'm ashamed of you? ‘Cause | wanna show | care?" He rises his head to 


look at me. 
"I know you care, Jamie." | say and can't help feeling guilty. 


That's the thing James does: makes you feel like everything's always YOUR fault, even when it's not. Its my 
fault he's sad right now, though | know that's not true. 


‘Its just that--" The doorbell cuts him off 

"Be right back" | throw, getting up from the couch. 

| open the door and my breath rushes out of me as Kirk hugs me tightly. “Jase, man, how are you?" 
"G-good, Hurts." | manage to choke out: 


"Shit, sorry." He lets me go and I'd probably take a few deeper breaths if | could. But | can't. "How's your rib? 


Have you seen the doctor or something?" 


"Uh--" SHIT SHIT SHIT GOD IF YOU HAVE A MOMENT PLEASE DON'T LET JAMES HEAR THAT 


"What's wrong with your rib, Jay?" James’ voice pierces though the air and his tone is almost painful in my 


ears. Thanks, God. Guess you're quite busy. Okay, | don't blame you. 


Kirk looks at James. James looks at Kirk. Then they look at me. | look at James first, then at Kirk, then at 


James again. 

"Jason, for fuck's sake, don't tell me he doesn't know." Kirk says coldly. 

"Umm. Well--" 

"You said you're gonna talk to him!" 

In the last attempt to get out of this situation | say: "Actually, | said | can handle it | did" 

James approaches us so silently that | jump when he touches my shoulder. "What is it | should know, Jase?" 
They're both staring at me again. "Its. it's really nothing. Nothing. Don't worry about it" 

Kirk groans. "Why don't you just--" 


"IT'S NOT A BIG DEAL" | roar, but it's not as good as | expected. More like a cry. "God, Kirk, how many times 
do | have to tell you that | can deal with my shit?" | regret the words as soon as they're outta my mouth. 


"So now you're okay with him beating you? Fine. Don't call me when he sends you to the fucking hospital.” 


| blink. Shit. "Kirk." 


"You know what? Whatever. | thought we were friends." It's going to be a drama, am | right? "Not just 
bandmates. The day you came to ME after yet another time Het did something cruel to you, | thought we're 
really close. | thought you trusted me." Yup, a drama. "I thought you actually cared about what | say. And, in 
my endless stupidity, | thought I'm more important to you than that abusive drunk. Guess no." He turns around 


and starts to walk away. 


| stare at Kirk's back and | want to tell him everything. That | didn't want James to feel guilty. That he was 
sorry. That it wasn't his fault. That | love him too much to hurt him by saying he hurt me rather badly. 


But | just can't. | can't choose between my best friend and my boyfriend. Fuck, | didn't just say that. I'm not 
proud of it, y'know? | know the right choice is Kirk. 


| don't quite know how to explain that. You know all the girls that pick bastards instead of the nice boys? They 
say their love will change them. And then they get married. Their husbands abuse them, but they won't say a 
word, ‘cause a) they're afraid, or b) they still believe in that "he's different inside! | know | can make him a 
better personl". Battered wife syndrome, isn't it? 


And now | feel like the wife and James is my abusive husband and l'm trying to defend him. And | really believe 
he can change. ls that stupid? Probably. 


"Jason" | say after a while. "Did | do something more than the bruises?" 


He doesn't look at me when he closes the door, nor when he takes my hand, leading me to the couch we sat on 


earlier. 

"Jase." 

No answer. 

"Jase, fuck, say something!" My voice is louder and more rough. 
Its really no--" 


| grab his wrist, probably harder than | intended to. "Don't say that. Don't say its nothing, don't say it's not 
important or not a big deal. Tell me the fucking truth" 


'|--James, no." 

"I know it's your rib. Is it.. broken or something? Did | break your rib?" 
He blushes. He actually fucking blushes 

I'm not sure." he says quietly. 

| jump to my feet. "And you've been hiding it for a week?!" 

"It doesn't hurt that much, you know." he murmurs. 


Shit, the painkillers. Headache, my fucking ass. Of course. Not even my ex's headaches when she didn't want to 
fuck demanded the amount of painkillers Jase takes. 


"That's total bullshit, right here. I've had a broken rib or two and it hurt like motherfucker." | take a moment 
to calm down. My voice softens again. "Why didn't you tell me?" 


He hesitates before: "I didn't want you to get upset.” 


| can feel the anger beginning to consume my mind. Fuck. No. Count. Count from ten down. Don't get mad. Don't. 


You can't. Not now, not with him. Not again. 

But is it really anger? Sure, its a feeling. But.. 
"You didn't want me to get.. UPSET.” | say slowly. 
"James. Let's.." 


"Jason, | don't wanna sound harsh or something but you really made me UPSET now." | burst with laughter, 


the anger, if it was anger, leaving completely. 

"Hey, don't laugh at my wording!" he says and laughs shortly, too. Then his face twist in pain. He reaches for 
the little container on the coffee table, takes three pills, washes ‘em down with beer. "You mad or something? 
I'm sorry." 

"I'm not mad." | say, sitting again. "I'm upset." | add with a grin. 

"JAMES HETHELD, YOU BETTER STOP THAT RIGHT NOW." 

"Sorry, sorry. Did | upset you?" 


If you don't stop being childish this fuckin--" 


| cut him off with a kiss. God, it's good to kiss him. H's waaaay more calming than breathing exercises or 


counting or imaging murdering people. | mean, peaceful scenes. Whatever. 

He's short of breath. "James, fuck. Let's. Go. Upstairs." 

"Our date." | remind. 

"James, l'm not the kind of person who fucks on first date. So let's do it before the date." 
"You're amazing." | whisper and lean in for another possessive kiss. 


| never got it why touching lips to lips, Tongue to tongue, mixing the saliva is so special and romantic. But it 
makes me feel things, you know? 


Whenever we kiss, | feel like | really can change. Like | can stop drinking, stop beating, stop being myself. Only 
his particular lips, his tongue are having that effect. The feeling's still there when we part, the string of that 
mixed saliva connecting us. Still there when | look into his eyes, wondering about what our life together would 


be like. It makes me wanna stay like this forever, kiss him forever, have him to myself, be different. 


But it's impossible. And Lord knows, | can't change. 


Carmine 


Author's Notes: 
| am so ashamed that it took me over a month to write this, what even. I'm having a massive writer's block. 


Anyway, here's some shitty smut to make up for the break. 


We didn't fuck that evening. Or the next, or the one after that. Whatever-we-have lasts for four weeks now. 
The tour is officially over. The break is coming to an end, too. We played just one show in the meantime, in 
Oakland and it, for some reason, was the very last concert of the European tour. Oakland. Europe. Get it? | 
don't. Okay, so now we're going on another one. It's like, zillion concerts, or so. I'm already tired just thinking 
about that. But | love it, | love playing music. Just y'know, traveling, buses, planes, hotels - that's not really 
cool after a few years. 

Wanna know a secret? James is really a romantic type. Like, really. I'd never have expected this from him, of 
all people. He's taking me out on actual dates. He wouldn't, of course, kiss me properly in public, save for that 
one time in the alley. We'd hold hands if he's in mood. That's a really nice thing we have, but | still want more. 
‘James, can't we just stay home and fuck or something?" | ask when he opens the door. Yup, another date. 
"Actually, we are staying home," James replies after a while. 


Hope, hope, hope. "Oh. Okay. So what are we doing?" 


"Jase." He smiles kinda sadly. "I know you'd really like to move on with our... relationship.. but--but I'm scared, 


you know?" 

Whoa. What? "Why?" 

He sighs. "I have no idea. Not at all. But all this, that's pretty scary. | feel like | won't be a man after we fuck" 
Like what, you mean sticking your dick in me will turn it into a pussy? Don't be ridi--" | shut up here. "Sorry." 
We're both silent for a moment. He clears his throat and laughs nervously. 

"So, ready to get naughty?" 

My heart skips a beat. "W-What? | thought you said.. you know." 


"Yeah, | said, but one - that's not what l'm talking about and two - it doesn't mean we're not gonna do it 


anyway." He gives me a wicked grin, then points at the couch. "Sit" 


| do it, something in his voice makes my dick jump. Fuck. He said we won't fuck yet. He searches the drawer 


under the TV. 

"A movie?" | ask when he triumphantly waves a VHS tape in front of my eyes. That's, uh, not what | expected. 
| watch as he struggles to get the cassette into the player. It pops out every time. 

"Well, you can say that, | guess." He finally manages to put the tape in, the screen goes from blue to black to 
blue again "This fucking thing." James gives the poor device a solid punch. "I need to buy a new one. Every time 
I'm home | say that, but then | realize | won't be living here for the next few months or so and everything 
just stays like it is. | guess you know what | mean" 

"Yeah, | know, actually." 

The title of the movie appears on the screen. | think so, at least. James blocks the view. 

"Have | ever told you your ass is damn fine?" 


He shakes his head, laughing. "Okay, | think we're all set." 


James sinks down beside me on the couch. | shift a little, so my head lays on his chest. His arm is around my 


shoulders. 

"| don't think this is the right position to watch this, but." 

The movie starts in a bar. Nothing special, just that | can't see any girls, but that's common, | guess. A close- 
up of two guys, drinking, talking, laughing. One of them, the prettier one (blond), says it's his first time. There 
are less and less people in the background. The brunet dude asks the blond if he wants to see his place. He 
smacks Blondie's ass when they get up. Okay? They go out, the screen goes black for a second again, and then 
they're already in the elevator, kissing, hands all over each other. What the-- 

"James Alan Hetfield, you did not maneuver me into watching gay pornography." 

“Actually, | did not maneuver you into anything." | can't see his face, but | hear he's smirking. 

When the door of the elevator opens, Blondie's pants are undone, his shirt just a memory, long hair all messed 
up. It looks like any other shitty porn ever, to be honest. Basically, the only difference is that they both have 
dicks. But it still makes me pretty uncomfortable. James coughs above me. 


"Uh... Does it.. does it turn you on or something?" 


"Nope." One dude on the screen is now completely naked, the other unzipping his pants. "Actually, it's kinda 


disgusting." 

"Oh." He's silent for a moment. "So men.. in action.. disgust you? Um--" 

| turn my head so | can look at him. Not a very comfortable position though. So, being a lazy piece of shit and 
not wanting to sit up (also, enjoying the closeness), | shift, turning fully onto my back. My head lies in James’ 
lap. He's chewing on his lower lip. 

"James, what is your fucking problem here?" 

"IFs just--how can we have sex if it disgusts you? You know l'm pretty insecure about all this and you still.. 
its gonna be too much one day and l'm gonna hurt you again and you're gonna hate me and oh my fuck." His 


head presses against the back of the couch. "I hate myself so much right now." 


| consider moving my ass and changing this ridiculous, absolutely inappropriate position, but no. Too comfy for 


that shit. 

"Hey. James. Hey, look at me." He doesn't even flinch. "At least listen, then. You don't disgust me. | kinda love 
you, right? You're the only, first and probably last man that can get me going. No one except you. | know one 
day l'll push the wrong button, | know you're not as strong as you'd wish to be. | know it will be over. But now, 
all | want is to be with you." | roll onto my stomach (note: do not lie on your stomach when your rib is broken 
Don't do that). "In every possible way." 

| tilt my head to the nape of my neck, trying to see James' face, but his own head is still rolled back. 

After that little speech | should probably sit up and maybe kiss him or something. But no, nooooo, why would |. 
Better just stay like this and start unbuttoning his jeans. Yeah, sure, that's better. 

"Jase, what the--" 

"Shh." 


James isn't wearing any underwear, so when | get the zipper down, his cock makes a bid for freedom, standing 


proud in all its glory. The head knocks my nose and | laugh a little 

"| guess you like the movie, then’ 

"Actually," he breaths from above, “that's not because of the movie" 

| glance at the screen Oh. Um. So that slapping sound, okay. And, uh. You think | can turn it off? Okay. 

| reach for the remote and press the red button. James’ breath quickens and it's basically the only sound in 


the room now. | want to look up, see his expression, but at the same time, I'm scared of seeing something | 


give his cock a lick, like its fucking ice cream. Then another. 


"You don't have to--" 

| lean down and take in as much as | can. Not even a fucking half. What the. What. How. Chicks always make it 
look so easy, like it's no big deal to shove the whole thing at once. James’ hips thrust upwards, his dick sliding 
farther into my mouth, making me gag and panic a bit. | try to pull away, but he grabs my hair tightly in one 
hand. 

‘Sorry, sorry," James pants, pushing my head down just a little. | don't have to, huh? 

The head of his cock hits the back of my throat. | fight for breath, trying to, well, not throw up on him. | stay 
like this for a while, waiting. Giving myself time to relax. Breathing deeply through my nose, taking in his scent. 
| swallow, my throat tightens and James let's out a small whimper. | go back up, make a fist around his shaft, 
swallow him again. James pulls my head up by my hair, but he doesn't push me down again. Instead, his other 
hand grabs my chin, turning my face up. 


"That's not the way it should be," he forces out between breaths. "C'mon, get up." 


| look at him confused, but do as he asks. When | stand up, he's already beside me, pulling me towards him, 
smashing our bodies together. | study his face, his eyes, parted lips. He smirks. 


"This had to happen sooner or later, didn't it?" he whispers. 

| trace my thumb over his bottom lip. "Nothing happened yet." 

"You don't want to?" He thrusts his cock against my crotch. 

"God, yes, | do." 

His smirk widens to a proper smile. "Say it again" 

| grin, too. "I do." 

His hand slips under my t-shirt, he leans in, so he can whisper straight in my ear: "Again" 
| do." | grab the bottom of his shirt, pull it up, expose his body. "Do you?" 

| groan as he bites my neck. "I do, too." 

"You may now kiss the bride," | mumble before his lips move from my neck to lips. 


| don't think | will ever get over how incredibly good it is. Not only the kissing, but just being with him. | feel 
wanted, like really wanted, not only physically (that too, obviously), but also mentally. | feel like he wants me 


for me, not for what | can give him. But maybe I'm wrong. 


"Jason," James whispers, tugging on my t-shirt, before he takes it off and tosses aside. His hand ghosts over 
the bruise on my upper stomach. "Let's take it slow." 


"We've been taking it slow for a month now" He's watching my fingers working the buttons of my own jeans. "| 


want you to fuck me, James.” 

| notice that we're now closer to the stairs than the couch. Yesyesyes, its going to happen! He looks in my 
eyes again, a smile lightens his face. We run to the bedroom. Literally run. When we're inside James once again 
crushes his lips against mine, more teeth than tongue this time. He grabs my waistband and firmly yanks my 
pants down, without breaking the kiss. When he parts, leaving me breathless and turned on to my limits, he 


seems pretty pleased with himself, with what he can do to me. 


James' gaze remains on me as he takes his time stripping. When his shirt is off, he smirks. Instead of 


undressing completely, he sits on the bed, with his fucking dick out, fist wrapped around it, stroking lazily. 

| let out a grunt. "James, please.” 

"C'mon, Jay. Touch yourself. You know you want to. And | wanna see it" 

BUT CAN'T WE JUST FUCK ALREADY. Jesus. Motherfucking teaser. Fuck him. Or you know, better: fuck me 
Beth 

‘| want you to come now, Jase. | want you to tell me what's the difference." 

Uh- 

James squeezes himself tighter. "Yeah. Fuck, that's good." 

| clear my throat. Can we note that James is incredibly sexy and seeing him doing shit like that makes my 


fucking knees go weak? | slip my hand down my belly. Unconsciously. | bit my lip, holding back a groan, as it 
closes around my hot flesh. Unsure at first it starts moving slowly, then speeding up. 


"Oh shit." 


James stands up and comes behind me. He brushes away my hair, exposing my ear. His arm around my chest 


pulls me against him, his dick pokes my ass. 


"Yeah, Jay, just like that, that's it" He peppers little butterfly kisses on my neck. "Can you feel it? Can you feel 
how close you are to the edge? You're close, aren't you, babe?" He sinks his teeth in my shoulder. 


Fuckfuckfuck. "Tell me." 


"James..." 

"You're almost there, | can see it" 

| pump viciously by now. My cock pulses. "James, fuck, I'm gonna--gonna..” 
"Good" James' hand suddenly shots out and stills mine. "No." 


| shudder from head to toe, my brain barely functioning. "Fuck," | moan. "Fuck, are you gonna do this every 


time? Fuck." 

"Changed my mind. C'mon now. Lie down. On your back" 

Once again, | oblige. My limbs are trembling and my dick is throbbing. | hear a gentle thump when James' pants 
hit the floor and the bed deepens as he sits on the edge of it. His long fingers dance on my stomach and 
chest, mostly around the bruise. 


"You sure you wanna?" 


| look into his eyes. | see worry in them. Worry and guilt and need and care and. And something. Fuck, | still love 
those eyes. 


"James." 

"Okay. Okay." He gets up, walks to the drawer near the door and gets a small bottle out of it. When he returns 
to me, he says: "| promise I'll be gentle, but.. but its still gonna hurt. Are you REALLY sure, Jase? | don't want 
to hurt you." 

"| trust you. | don't care about the pain, | want it, want you.” 

James leans down, his lips slowly caress mine and | moan. | lift my hands to his hair, tug on it, make him groan. 
| spread my legs, he settles between them. He brings one of his hands to our faces’ level and it rests on my 
cheek until he pulls away and his index finger slips into my mouth. | lick and suck on it and he adds his middle 
finger. 

"God, you're so hot," he whispers while his other hand strokes my hair. "You're fucking perfect.” 

The fingers withdraw, they disappear between us and | feel one of them brush my entrance before it starts 
pushing slowly in. | bring my knees up a bit. James studies my face as he goes deeper. It doesn't hurt, its just 


not very comfortable. Odd. 


"Okay?" 


| nod. James tries to get the second finger inside, but he has to use lube. This time it hurts and | grit my 
teeth. He stops. 


"We don't have to, Jase." 
Another nod. The fingers move. Deeper. | squeeze my eyes shut, my jaw feels numb. 


When James curls his fingers | think lm about to die. My back comes off the bed. It's such incredible pleasure 
| can barely take it. He must've noticed because he does it again. 


“That feel good?" 

His fingers move within me, every time they're all the way in James curls them. He adds the third one. I'm 
slowly getting used to that strange feeling. After a few more thrusts every single nerve ending in my body is 
fucking tingling. | want more. But fuck, I'm not telling him. Fortunately, he's reading my mind. 

"Is everything.. okay?" James asks as his fingers disappear. 

| smile at him. He smiles back before he catches his lower lip between his teeth. | see he's unsure of what to 
do next (what are you James, a virgin’), so | sit up and nod towards the headboard. | direct him so he's sitting 
against it and | straddle him. 

‘| love you, you know that, right?" He blushes when he says it. 


We kiss as | raise to my knees and reach behind. James’ cock slips inside me and | have to stop. Breathe. Fuck 


James moans, bites his lip again, grips my hip with one hand, the other resting on the back of my neck "Oh 
yeah" 


My throat is dry from panting. "Fuck. Fuck, oh fuck" 

Come on, Jay, you gotta get through this. There's no pleasure without pain, right? Relax. 

| place my head on James’ shoulder and throw my arms around his neck as | lower myself until I'm sitting in 
his lap. The hand on my hip tightens. | wait for a bit before | move. | try to set a steady pace, but | can't 
make my body do it at first. Takes me a while to work out the rhythm. But then it's all good. Very fucking 
good. 


James' hand on my neck lifts my head, forcing me to look into his wide open eyes. 


"H-how does it feel, Jason?" he asks in a small voice. 


| rise higher each time, slamming back down onto him harder, and when he hits the spot | just wanna scream 


out my pleasure. "Oh my god, you have no idea how fucking good this is," | whisper. "Fuck" 


| want to go faster--harder--but | can't, the pleasure overwhelms me. My thighs burn. l'm losing strength, 


slowing down, fuck, fuck.. 

Suddenly James pushes me back, pulls out, and as | lie on my back with him over me, he thrusts in again. | 
can't hold back a cry. Shit. | wanna come so fucking much, but as | move my hand to touch my cock James 
grabs my wrist, pins it to the bed. Then the other one as well. 

"James--come on, please." 


He speeds up. "Lets see how much can you take, darling" 


l'm coming undone under his touch. He's making me delirious. | tip my head back, press it deeper into the pillow. 


James sucks on the skin of my exposed neck. Marking his property, making sure | know | belong to him. 


| moan and groan and yell as he pounds into me. My hard-on is painful and | really need to touch it, | need to 


come. Fuck. 

| whine. "Please, please, James.. please, | can't take it anymore, |--" 

James is panting and | see he's using every bit of self control he has to not cum right away. "Nuh-uh." 

My whole body shakes. With every single thrust James has been hitting that spot. So close, so fucking close. 
James lets go of my wrists. 


"C'mon. | won't stop you now." | wrap a hand around my dick. Oh. My. God. James leans slightly down and 
whispers straight in my ear in that deep voice of his: "Oh fuck, come for me, Jason" 


I'm hanging on the edge. Oh yeah--almost there--almost there--almost--oh fuck, fuck 


Fuck. 


| can't concentrate, can't focus on anything other than the pleasure l'm feeling. I'm barely aware of James' 


tongue forcing its way into my mouth as he comes, too, moaning into to kiss. 


This is so goddamn good 


Teal 


Author's Notes: 
Shit gets kind of sorted out + a little more smut. Just a little bit. 


| feel like l'm experiencing everything again. First crush, first serious relationship, first fucking. But | don't quite 
remember being obsessed with any girl the way | am with him. | just can't get enough of him, | want him, the 
whole time. Maybe that's what was missing from my life before? A little obsession. | bet its not healthy in 
the long run, but who cares, it's amazing. | try not to think about the future. Future is bad. Future means 
possibility of breaking up. Breaking up means he may find himself a new boyfriend and l'm gonna be jealous and 
thinking non-stop if | was his first and only. And there will be that question, was he gay all along, just not 
knowing about it and | was just a flame that started the fire? Or was it like with me, like only gay for one 


person? 

See, future is bad. 

| watch as he strips, slower than usual. Teasingly. For me. God, he's so hot. | see marks from my teeth, dark 
and clearly visible on his pale skin. I'm hard. Oh. Someone please help me. | wanna fuck him right here, | need it, 


okay, fuck. Motherfucker. 


Lars' giggle tears through the room, suddenly the most annoying sound ever. "Look you two, have little Newkid 
found himself a girl? Aw, that's cute." 


Jason gives me a quick look as his face turns red. His hand comes up to cover the marks. Yeah, ‘cause no one 


saw ‘em. "| don't have a girlfriend." 
"You shouldn't allow her to eat your neck if you wanna keep it a secret," | add with a smirk. 


He puts his clothes on hurriedly now. Ow. I'm gonna add this moment to my ‘reasons to kill Lars’ list. "Fuck you, 
guys." 


"Come on, tell us! What, is she married or something? Or a minor?" 
Jason lets out an annoyed sigh. "And why do you think it wasn't just a one-night stand?" 


"Oh, you're not that kind of guy. | mean, sure, | remember you talking some groupies with you, but you didn't 
have groupies in your own house, did you?" Kirk joins in. "Maybe its not a girl, huh? You fucked a guy, Jase?" 


| think Kirk and Jason made up in the meantime. Although Kirk was pretty mad at both of us for a while. He 


had a good reason though, at least to be mad at me. 


"Um, no." 

Kirk stops taking his shirt off half-way. "Oh. My god! You're /yind Who is he? Do we know him? Did you know, 
James?" | shake my head. Try to act shocked, yet mad. Shit. Nope sir, the bite marks are definitely not mine. 
"Jase, why didn't you tell me!" 


Now | just have to wait for the right moment to call him a fag, leave, and catch him on his way out so we 


can make out and get a little friction going before the show. Great plan, 10/10. 

"Kirk, | don't really wanna talk about my sex life right now." 

"That's right, fag, keep it to yourself" | hope | used it right. 

Lars throws a magazine at me. "Shut up, Het. Jase, we're proud of you. Good to know you finally let yourself 
go and stopped being so unhealthily straight. Unlike some people. lm not gonna point them out, we all know who 
I'm talking about" 

| snort. I'm not gay, they know I'm not. | get up and leave, slamming the door shut behind me. | hear Kirk's 
excited "I'm gonna make you talk to me about him". Okay. Wait for Jason. Wait for your perfect boyfriend. 
Boyfriend. Oh god. | have a boyfriend. Boyfriend, boyfriend, boyfriend. What an awful, 

(gay) 

childish word. 

Lars and Kirk come through the door. "What are you still doing here?" 

"Waiting for you fags to get out" 

"You're a dick" | know. And Jason knows it, too. Heh, heh. "We're on in forty.” 

"Rehearsal?" 

"Um, no, we're kinda, uh, busy." And they're gone, leaving a rainbow of gayness after them. Okay, no, sorry. 
The door opens once again and as soon as Jason's out, he's rammed into the wall beside it. Yeah. That's it. 
"Ew, don't touch me, fag," He pretends to push me away. My lips are already on his. 

"No, no. You are a fag. I'm an unhealthily straight man," | remind him before | shove my tongue into his mouth. 


Fuck yeah. We've got enough time to make more than just friction. 


"Wanna fuck?" he asks before | have a chance. 


"No." | suck on that big ass mark on his neck and he moans. "Let's make love." | move my hand to unbutton his 
jeans--why did he even bother to put those on?--and he thrusts his crotch against it. "Just looking at you 
makes me hard, you know? | think | could fuck you for the rest of my life and it wouldn'tbe enough." 

"Oh god, the king of romance is back. Fuck me, just fuck me." 

l'm gonna eat him alive, l'm gonna do it. He's so delicious. 


"You gotta try harder." 


| like how we're just casually making out outside the dressing room, where everyone can walk in. | sneak my 


hand into his boxers and get his dick out. 
"James. fuck. | need you right now." | hear the plead in his voice. "I need to feel your hard cock in me, making 


me feel like I'm on fire and | am, you're making my body burn" | spit into my palm and slowly stroke him. He 


closes his eyes for a second. "l. Need to know that | can give you at least part of the pleasure you're giving 


me. 


Yeah. Yeah, fuck. | push him inside the dressing room. Smack his chest against the wall. Rip off his jeans. Make 


him ready. Make him moan. Make him tremble. Make him mine. 
"You're mine," | whisper as | tilt my hips back, slamming hard back into him. Jason whimpers. 
"Yours." His voice is low and husky and fucking hot. 


| hold him close, my lips right by his ear, and | slow down, very slow, he's groaning, trying to make me move 


faster, but I'm not gonna give it to him, not yet. 
This little game, | can't help it, it makes me feel so powerful. 


He's gone, | can see it, his parted lips, eyes rolled back, the way he's clawing at the wall, oh yeah, we're getting 


there and then-- 

"JAMES! Change of plans, rehearsal in, like, two minutes!" 

Fuck. No. You gotta be kidding me. 

The doorknob moves. | actually locked the door? Oh, well, thank fuck. 


My shirt is soaked, stuck to my back. | keep thrusting, Jason groans pretty fucking loudly (fuck) and | have to 
silence him by putting my palm onto his mouth. 


| try to make my voice sound normal. "Yeah, I'll be there as soon as | can 
| close my other hand around Jason's shaft. 
"You seen Jase, man?" 


| fuck Jason faster. "Nope." 


Jason screams into my hand, before it melts to a moan as his body goes stiff, except for that tightening 
inside of him and fuck, it's so good, so tight, fuck, | can't, | can't.. 


"What the fuck are you doing in there?" 
With every thrust, Jason moans softly. 
He turns his head, kisses my cheek. "Let go, James," he whispers, and that's it, that's all | can take. 


| grit my teeth to keep all the noises | wanna make from spilling out. Pressing my forehead into the back of 
Jason's neck | pant, trying to get my regular breathing pattern on. 


| pull out, turn Jason to face me and just look at him for a while. "I love you." Kiss. "You're amazing." Kiss. "I'd 


be lost without you." Kiss. "Gimme a minute," | say, louder, so Lars can hear me. 
"You okay? Let me in” 

| let Jason go and | feel like I'm letting go part of myself. 

‘Its okay, Lars, just lemme change and--" 

"You just changed" 


| sigh, but he can't hear it. "Lars. | have a girl here, okay? And she doesn't wanna be seen Can you please go 
away? Go find Jase or something." 


There's silence on the other side. "Okay. Okay, just hurry the fuck up." 

Jason quickly gets rid of his stained shirt and puts on a new one. He throws another one at me. | kiss him the 
last time before | open the door, expecting Lars to be waiting for me. You know, to see who the girl is. But the 
hall is empty and we can both get out. 


"James?" 


"Yeah?" 


Jason stops, hangs his head. "Did you mean it?" 
"Mean what?” 

"That you.. love me?" 

"What? ‘Course | did. Why would | say it if | didnt?" 


He blushes. | love when he does that, he looks so innocent. "Maybe because l'm a good fuck. Maybe not even 


that, maybe you just wanted to fuck someone and | was there." 
"Do you really think all | want from you is sex?" 


He starts walking again, without looking at me. Without answering. As | watch him go, | make up my mind. | grab 
his hand and almost run to the rehearsal room. 


Fuckin’ finally!" Lars yells, but who gives a fuck. 
"Tell em." All three look at me, clearly not understanding what | mean. “Tell them who your boyfriend is, Jay.’ 


"Uh. Well” | see in his eyes that he's unsure. | nod, answering his unspoken question. "James and |, we're. Kinda. 


Together, | guess." 

Kirk bursts with laughter, Lars follows. "This was the worst wannabe prank ever." 

| feel a sudden need to kiss Jason, but not like usual, not the brutal, sex-dripping kiss. No. | want one of those 
wet kisses from cheap romantic movies, the ones people share at the airport. And goddamnit, I'm going to have 


it. 


| pull him closer, gently grab the sides of his head, press our lips together and slowly work his mouth open 


with my tongue. He tries to deepen it, but | just smile as much as | can and keep what l'm doing. 

| almost hear Lars' jaw hitting the floor. "Dude. No fuckin’ way." 

Jason's fingers knot in my hair. Oh no. Getting hard every time we kiss is not good. Because we kiss a lot. Shit. 
"Duuuuuude." 


Jason presses his crotch against mine. Oh, we're getting physical now, in front of the guys. It's kinda awkward, 
but nothing | can't bear. 


"You're unbelievable," Jason whispers, but so quietly no one except me can hear it. 


Lars coughs. "Um. Wow.?! That was quite embarrassing. For us, | mean" 


| rise my eyebrow, turning to them, but still holding Jason's hand. "Watching our kiss was embarrassing, huh? 


And remember that time in ‘82 when you tried to take Dave's bra off, but he didn't have one so you--" 
His face turns bright red. "| WAS DRUNK, OKAY." 


"It wasn't embarrassing in any way, it was beautiful. I'm so happy for you guys, you have no ideal” Kirk gives 
both of us a big smile. 


Then Jason speaks, sounding terrified. "Oh my god, Lars, tell me you didn't get a hard on because of us making 
out. NOW it's embarrassing." 


